Vocalis: What’s New With You? 
Texts and Translations 


Evocations by Harry Somers with text by the composer. 


Loon, loon crah 

Night cah cah cah cah ah ah 
Mist wreath of night 

Darkness womb of night 
Above infinity of points of light 
Water stillness night sounds 
Loon loon crah ah 

Echo’s haunts dies loon loon 


Somers, Harry. “Loon cry, night call” in Evocations for Mezzo-Soprano and Piano. 
Don Mills, ON: BMI Canada Limited, n.d. 


Five Shakespeare Songs by Colin Eatock with text by William 
Shakspeare. 


1. Music the Comforter 


Orpheus with his lute made trees 
And the mountain tops that freeze 
Bow themselves when he did sing: 
To his music plants and flowers 
Ever sprung; as sun and showers 
There had made a lasting spring. 
Everything that heard him play, 
Even the billows of the sea, 

Hung their heads and then lay by. 
In sweet music is such art, 

Killing care and grief of heart 

Fall asleep, or hearing, die 


2. Titania’s Henchman 


Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough brier, 
Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire. 

I do wander everywhere 

Swifter than the moon’s sphere. 
And I serve the fairy queen 

To dew her orbs upon the green. 
The cowslips tall her pensioners be. 
In their gold coats spots you see. 
Those be rubies, fairy favors. 

In those freckles live their savors. 


I must go seek some dewdrops here 
And hang a pearl in every cowslip’s ear. 


3. Come Buy! 


Lawn as white as driven snow; 

Cyprus black as e'er was crow; 

Gloves as sweet as damask roses; 

Masks for faces and for noses; 

Bugle bracelet, necklace amber, 

Perfume for a lady's chamber; 

Golden quoifs and stomachers, 

For my lads to give their dears: 

Pins and poking-sticks of steel, 

What maids lack from head to heel: 

Come buy of me, come; come buy, come buy; 
Buy lads, or else your lasses cry: Come buy. 


Eatock, Colin. “Five Shakespeare Songs” in The Toronto Songbook 2009 : New 
Music for Voice and Piano. Toronto: Plangere, 2009. 


Where There’s A Wall by Ian Cusson with text by Joy Kogawa. 
3. Grief Poem 


o that after all no 
thought breaks 
the mind’s cold spell 


chill these bones their 
language lost 


in this fresh silence 
weather hides all 
odours of decay 


by freezing time 
I travel through this numb day 


look look 
my small 
my beautiful child 


the icicle here 
how it shimmers 
in the blue sun 


my small 

my beautiful child 
look once more 

into the shimmering 


Kogawa, Joy. “Grief Poem (1985)” Joy Kogawa. Accessed March 10, 2021. 


http://www.jovkogawa.ca/grief-poem.html. 


The House of Tomorrow by John Greer with texts by various poets. 
1. On Children (Text by Kahlil Gibran) 


Let me speak to you of children 
Sons and daughters of life's longing for itself. 
They come through you but not from you 
And though they are with you, 
It’s not to you they belong. 
You may give them your love 
But not your thoughts, 
Because they have their own thoughts. 
Give them your love. 
You may house their bodies 
But not their souls, 
For their souls dwell 
In the house of tomorrow, 
Which you cannot visit, 
Not even in your dreams. 
Can you visit tomorrow 
You may strive to be like them, 
But seek not to make them like you, 
For life goes not backward, 
Nor tarries with yesterday. 


3. Midnight Prayer (Text by A. S. Khomyakov, translation anon.) 


How often at midnight, dear children, 

I watched you, and blessed you, and prayed 
That the love of the Father in Heaven 
protect you forever. 

I tenderly cherished your childish dreams. 
I remember your gentleness and purity 
And hoped that the days of your life 

May be joyful and long 

Dear innocent children. 


(How sweet and how precious they were.) 
But now I come in: It is dark 

No one is here. The crib is empty 

No light by the icon. I am sad 

The dear children have left. 

My poor heart aches with anguish, 

With anguish, oh, children 

At midnight, do pray 

For the one who prayed always for you 
And how often on your brows made the sign 
of the cross and blessed you 

Not so very long ago, 

And may the love of the Father protect you 
forever 

[Amen. | 


4. Rhyme (Text by Anonymous) 
I saw a fishpond all on fire 

I saw a house bow to a squire 

I saw a parson twelve feet high 
I saw a cottage near the sky 

I saw a balloon made of lead 

I saw a coffin drop down dead 

I saw a sparrow run a race 

I saw two horses making lace 

I saw a girl just like a cat 

I saw a kitten wear a hat 

I saw a man who saw these too 
And says, though strange, they all are true. 


Greer, John, Kahlil Gibran, A. S. Khomyakov, and Robert Louis Stevenson. The 
House of Tomorrow : High Voice, Piano. Toronto: Plangere, 2011. 


“May’s Aria” from Ours by John Estacio with libretto by Robert Chafe. 


Some women like me are lucky then. 

Many more are sadly not with their letters of condolence. 

And look at me, what have I got? 

There’s nothing for me, not good or bad. 

No man standing beside me, but no news of the worst. 

So I got no reason yet to fear. 

Edward is alive. Edward is alive! 

I have his last letter here, he addressed it to “My May.” 

“His”, that’s what I am. Though there’s no wedding yet to make it so. 


And he’s mine, Father and so he will be. 

When he comes back home, when he comes back home. 

Hope, hope lives Father; please don’t take it away. 

Tell me, is it so wrong? 

That until I see his name in granite, I won’t believe that he’s gone. 


Estacio, John. Ours. 2018. 


“Down You Go” from Flight by Jonathan Dove with libretto by April De 
Angelis. 


Down you go. Scurry down, for sweaty embraces 
in sordid places. 

Ruled by animal natures. 

And people come from every corner, 

Come scrabbling here from every corner, 
Heading for somewhere warmer. 

Their grubby dreams of love and romance. 

If you can’t get it here 

What makes you think you can get it in France? 
I'd like to put a spoke in. 

Put a spanner in. 

Put a stop to that sort of thing. (Announcement) 
Stewards return to departures please: 

Another plane about to leave. (The Stewards come back on, hastily re-arranging 
their clothes and looking fed up.) 

Everyone passes through. 

Everyone’s in transit. 

But you sit there and stare. 

Youre not going anywhere. 

I like that, staring at me 

Transfixed, unchanging. 

I like him to stare at me and adore. 

That’s enough for me. 

Flight 470 about to go. 


Dove, Jonathan. Flight. London: Edition Peters, 1998. 
Three Songs by Matthew Emery with texts by various poets. 
For Broken and Tired Am I (Text by Archibald Lampman) 


O endless sunsteeped plain, 
With forests in dim blue shrouds, 


And little wisps of rain, 

Falling from far-off clouds: 

I come from the choking air 

Of passion, doubt, and strife, 
With a spirit and mind laid bare 
To your healing breadth of life: 
O fruitful and sacred ground, 

O sunlight and summer sky, 
Absorb me and fold me round, 
For broken and tired am I. 


Sweet, Bide With Me (Text by Eugene Field) 


Sweet, bide with me and let my love 
Be an enduring tether; 

Oh, wanton not from spot to spot, 
But let us dwell together. 

So rest you, love, and be my love, 
That my enraptured blooming 

May fill your sight with tender light, 
Your wings with sweet perfuming. 
Or, if you will not bide with me 
Upon this quiet heather, 

Oh, give me wing, thou beauteous thing, 
That we may soar together. 


Requiescat (Text by Oscar Wilde) 


Tread lightly, she is near 
Under the snow, 

Speak gently, she can hear 
The daisies grow. 

All her bright golden hair 
Tarnished with rust, 

She that was young and fair 
Fallen to dust. 

Lily-like, white as snow, 
She hardly knew 

She was a woman, so 
Sweetly she grew. 
Coffin-board, heavy stone, 
Lie on her breast, 

I vex my heart alone, 

She is at rest. 


Peace, peace, she cannot hear 
Lyre or sonnet, 

All my life’s buried here, 
Heap earth upon it. 


Emery, Matthew. Three Songs. Toronto: Plangere, 2016. 


Four Lyrical Moments by Norbert Palej with text by Halina 
Poswiatowska. 


i, 
jest cata ziemia samotnosci 


i tylko jedna grudka twojego uSmiechu 


jest cate morze samotnosci 


twoja tkliwos¢ ponad nim jak zagubiony 


ptak 


jest cate niebo samotnosci 

i tylko jeden w nim aniol 

o skrzydtach tak niewazkich jak twe 
slowa 


S. 

Morzem jestes 

morzem przeklecie zielonym 
w ktorym ja muszla 

o smaku dojrzalych ananasow 
zatapiam glowe 

wpadam po konce wlosOw 
gine 

wyrzucona na brzeg 

szumie 

echem twoich 

niknacych 

krokéw 


3. 

ptaku mojego serca 

nie smuc¢ sie 

nakarmie cie ziarnem radosci 
rozblysniesz 


ptaku mojego serca 

nie placz 

nakarmie cie ziarnem tkliwoSsci 
fruniesz 


ptaku mojego serca 


1. 
there’s a whole earth of loneliness 
and only one clod of your smile 


there’s a whole ocean of loneliness 


your tenderness in it like a lost bird 


there’s a whole sky of loneliness 
and only one angel in it 


with wings as weightless as your words 


2. 

you're the ocean 

an accursedly green ocean 

in which I, a shell 

with the taste of ripe pineapples 
drown my head 

I fall into up to the tips of my hair 
I perish 

thrown onto the beach 

I hum 

with the echo of your 

fading 

footsteps 


a 

bird of my heart 

don’t be sad 

I will feed you with the grain of joy 
you will shine 


bird of my heart 

don’t cry 

I will feed you with the grain of 
tenderness 

you will fly 

bird of my heart 


zZ opuszczonymi skrzydlami 
nie szarp sie 

nakarmie cie ziarnem Smierci 
zasniesz 


A. 

zawotaj mnie po imieniu 
a przyjde 

duszo moja 

zawotaj mnie po imieniu 
nie pytaj 

czy imie moje jest imieniem 
przelotnego ptaka 

czy krzewu 

ktory w ziemie wrasta 

i barwi niebo 

kolorem krwi 

i nie pytaj 

jak mi na imie 

ja sama nie wiem 
szukam 

szukam mojego imienia 

i wiem ze jesli je postysze 
to przyjde 

cho¢by z dna piekiel 
uklekne przed toba 

i w twoje rece 

moja glowe umeczona zloze 


with drooping wings 

don’t twitch 

I will feed you with the grain of death 
you will sleep 


call me by my name 

and I will come 

my soul 

call me by my name 

don’t ask 

whether my name is the name 
of a passing bird 

of a shrub 

that grows into the earth 
and taints the sky 

with the color of blood 

and don’t ask 

for my name 

I don’t know it myself 

I search 

I search for my name 

but I know that when I hear it spoken 
I will come 

even from the bottom of hell 
I will kneel before you 

and into your hands 

I will lay my weary head 


Palej, Norbert. Four Lyrical Moments. Poems by Halina Poswiatowska. Translated 
by Norbert Palej. Toronto: Canadian Music Centre, 2016. 
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